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PRICE  ONE  PENNY 


SONG  BOOK, 


89HTBI9T8 

Oh,  the  Money,  blow  the  money! 
O,  Quarter  Day 
The  “Tinarly.”  Money,  O. 

Love  and  Money 
A.t  Sydenham  Getting  Jolly,  O 

All  by  J*  A.  Hardwick. 


AN  OBSTINATE  GIRL 

Age  of  Glass 

Bonny  Kate 

Birth  of  St.  Patrick 

Barney,  be  Aisy,  and  leave  me  alone 

Corsican  Brothers — (  Parody) 

Polly  Dobbins  out  of  Place 
Flower  of  Hibernia 
Hoist  High  the  Flag  Again 
Joys  of  Saturday  Night — with  all 
the  Dialogue 
Making  a  Night  of  it 

Minute  Gun  at  Sea 

May  he  who  wants  gratitude 


My  Uncle  is  a  most  kind-hearted 
man 

Our  country  is  our  ship  d’ye  see 
Political  Billy  Barlow 
Robbers  glee 

Stolen  Child 

St.  Patrick  was  a  gentleman 
Sprig  of  shelileh  and  shamrock  so 
green 

There's  a  war  time  coming  <m 
To  guard  from  fbes  our  native  land 

Without  a  Saturday  Niirht 

With  all  the  dialbgf&e*-*  " 

What  are. -the  men  about  .  ! 
Wonderful  nose  . ,  j.»  " 


Loxdox:  Pattie  31,  Paternoster  Row  EC 


NEW  AND  FAVOURITE  SONGS 


OH  THE  MONEY,  BLOW  THE 
MONEY! 

A  New  Comic  Song.  J.  A,  Hardwick. 

Oh,  t\e  ngpuey  .blow  ti^^none^  oh%t%e  monej  j 
restart,  v 

Hang  thff  phoney,  curse  V*  mone^ol^t^e  moofffl 
resti'Aut.  W  ,  ' 

It  you  only  hav*-  crpnfch 

»&«t«S8SsK 

For  oh  the  money  rests  not. 

Oh  th?  money,  blow  the  money,  &c.  j 

With  my  Polly,  she’s  so  jolly,  oh,  the  money 
rests  not,  , 

Hall  a  guinea,  like  a  niny,  spends  she,  for  it  rests 
not. 


For  the  money  rests  not, 

Ohj  the  money,  blow  the  money,  &c. 

To  be  happy,  oft  I’m  sappy,  and  my  money  rests 
not,  .  _ 

Out,  sight-seeing,  at  my  spreeing,  oh,  my  money 
rests  not. 

On  Saint  Monday,  off  we’re  cjashing. 
Down  to  Gravesend  Gardens  splashing. 
And  all  pleasure  flies  the  cash  in— 

For  the  money  rests  not. 

Oh,  the  money  jt>k>w  the  money*  &o. 

For  the  taae*,  on  our  backs  is,  oh,  the  money  rests 
not, 

Ever  paying,  that’s  the  way  in,  money  goes,  it 
rests  not. 

Every  morning  to  our  dwelling. 

Out  lor  some  hard  tax  we’re  shelling— 
How  it  gods  there  is  no  telling— 

Bat  the  money  rests  not. 

Oh,  the  money,  blow  the  money,  dec. 

Comes  a  baby,  flabby,  dabby,  and  the  money  rests 
not  ,  .  , .  „  . 

Sector  winking,  nurse  gm  drinking  ok,  the  money 
rests  not. 

Save  five  pounds,  and  howits  swindled. 
Out  oPyou.  and  down  it’s  dwindled, 

Tilly  our  rage  is  highly  kindled— 

For  the  money  rests  not. 

Oh,  the  money,  blow  the  money, 

For  their  togging,  and  their  progging,  oh,  the 
money  rests  not. 

Kids  increasing,  tin  decreasing,  ah,  the  money 

'  rests  not. 

Niue  in  family  makes  you  seedy. 

No  wonder  dads  are  often  needy 
And  almost  good  to  hook  it  speedy— 

For  the  money  rests  not. 

Oh  ,the  money,  blow  the  money,  & c. 

Drat  the  money,  bang  the  money,  oh,  the  money 
rests  not. 

Never  saving,  never  having,  oh,  the  money  rests 
not. 

Slaving,  like  a  noble  briton, 

In  the  world  to  tidy  get  on. 

But  you  neret  move  a  bit  on— 

For  the  money  rests  not. 

Oh,  >tbe  money tblow  the  money, 


Thus  we  go  it,  well  we  know  it,  that  the  money 
rests  not,  ,im 

In  our  pocket,  we  cant  lock  it,  still  the  money 
rests  not. 

A  WhajL»s^aui^  &oo%e^en<i^ 
BnUBfcttijoy  it  was  feUimid-^ 
Scjjfehjoily,  tilf  4ffe*s&nd4ty 

'  ^  x^o*  th f'm°ney  re4Mn0^* 

|4nd  vf$ ftpe  all  ^f  us  ol|qn  oblige§Ao  say  to  our- 

„  OJwtfie  vmXf  poney,- 

On,  the  money  rests  not — 

Hang  the  money,  dam  the  money— 
For  the  money  rests  not. 


O!  Ql/ARTER  DAY! 

Parody  on  .*‘0,  C terming  May”  Snng  by 
Mr.  T.  K.  Hee»e*. 

O,  quarter  day  V  g^t  the  rent  to  pay, 

O,  quarter  day  t  blessed  rent  to  pay. 

You're  the  time  to  give  landlords  the  go-bye; 
And  step  it,  beneath  the  foggy  sky. 

The  tin  may  be  right,  the  goods  may  be  free. 
But  no  horrible  quarter  day  for  me; 

Bringing  Broker,  sour,  with  tip  up,  my. flower! 
Dreadful,  hotritf.  awful,  dreadful  q<j|a|te|  day. 

O,  quarter  dar.got  the  rent  to  pay, 

O,  quarter  day,  lodgers  run  away. 

AllUPverY  »°hn*  shooting  the  moon. 

At  dreadful ,  fearful,  quarter  day.  * 

There  is  sadness,  so  glum,  in  the  landlords 

To  find,  the  tenants  been  stripping  the  place; 
Then’s  u  sOixure  in  sight,  which  I  ever  fear. 
At  quarter  dajr,  worst  day  of  the  year, 

LOh,  Quarter  Day !  &c, 

O,  quarter  day !  cold,  wet,  and  grey, 

O,  quarter  day!  rent  and  tax  to  pay. 

Dear  spouse  in  a  passion,  and  man  in  posses¬ 
sion. 

Alarming,  aUrml^^jalarmhig  quarter 

Three  babbles  With  the  measles  laid  up  in  f  d 
Worrging,  flurrying,  hurrying,  *ad  dread,.  . 
The  sticks  collared  off  oh,  vision^  so 
No  mags,  no  rags,  but  the  key  of  the  street, 
Oh,  quarter  day,  wretched,  frightful,  quarter 
dtft 

Oh,  Quarter  Pity  &«. 


THE  AGE  OF  GLASS. 

written  by  J.  A,  Hardwick. 

Air.— Guy  Faukea. 

We’re  had  the  Golden  Age,  sir,  the  Iron  Age, 
the  Bras*  Agb, 

But  now  I’ll  take  yoroe  palne  (panes}  to,  rave 
we like  I,*  aor*  oftUsaagfc. 

’Tis  **  diamond  cut  diamond  ”  all,  from  high 
claWtolowenclaa.,  , 

And  ao  we  shall  go  smashing  on,  till  old  time 
cracks  his  hour  glass. 

Glass,  glass,  glass, 

What  a  mirror  for  reflection  this  enligfct* 

suing Ago  of  Glav. 


WK;4o 


rWhoee  innocent  features  were  brightened 

And  as  ’mid  the  flowers  he  cartleftly  was 

My^rean  yearned  with  lore  and  I  ran  to 
the  boy  j 

“Toung  itntnger,  whence  aft  thou/*  his 
blue  eyes  upturning,  ; 

lie  answered,  My  home  is  yon  tent  on  the 
.  plain;  ;  ■  ;  ,  ;  '  1  ’  ;  ■  - 

And  erethe  ere  clfats  I  murstbe  returainjr, 

again, 


My  home  is  yon  tent  on  the 

And  eft  the  clfttt  I  must  be 
‘  Or  they  will  not  let  me  roam  hither 
“  Do  tbjr  parents  await  thfeei” 

He  pawsed,  and  the  gladness 

Thaft  torn  ntles  his  ''bro#,  was  overshaded 
1  With  jfloota  t  '  '  -  *''• 

“T  safwthem  bat  brtce/'  and  he  added  with 
sadness,  rJ  ;  /)  ■! 

“  They  tell  mn  thir  both  creasfeep  in  the 
toUto  —  '  '  .>■  i  *'dV 

The  .pjjsey  was  kind,  but  my  mpthwr  is 

Sbe  sang  me  so  swfeetly  to  rest  in 'her  arm ; 
But  now  the  is  gone  anii  but  darling  must 
wander, 

Though  the  soft  words  she  whisbSsed  my 
'  'bosom  still  warms, 

“  And  soon  will  I  seek  theta  Where  both 

.< .  Vare;re^osing!,‘;’.' 

And  take  my  best  AoWeftf  hnd  jiltfnf by  thler 
•:  t-  aiib#:  v 

.That  summer  when  all  her  tints  are 
unclosing,  < 

May  i»l«s«  the  green  turf  with  their  .beauty 
and  prize.  .  ,  ,f, 

lie  hounded  away  as  my  tsars  awe  fast 
mu  failing,  Ur., 

To  think  how  the  gipsey  sueh  l«ve  had 
-<th  heguiied;  *  v,  .;...  . 

I  saw  him  no  more,  but  the  sadtaieoecalling 
I  often  remember  the  poor  stolen  child. 


And  waits  to  shed  the  traveller^  blo«l 
And  so  couch  we ; 

We  spring  qpon  himto- supply. 

What  men  unto  our  wants  deny, 

•  AndwaprmgB he.  •. 


breeze;  .  ;,i  4 

And  the  will  have  mint  saute  over.  Ubek 
and  green  peas;;  .  .  u 

In  asparagus  season  she  takes  a  delight, 
And  in  eatiug  both  ends,  and  will  have  it 
;  it's  right. 

Tho*  she’s  good  at  her  figui 


Tho*  she’s  good  at  her  figures,  I  must  cal* 
culate, 

The  young  hussey  will  have  it  that  6  and  4 
makes  eight; 

She  declares,  tho’  we  can’t  get -at  what  site 
•  means,  ■  •  >  [sixteen; 

That  no  chap’s  a  real  bachelor  after  he's 
She  says  it’s  a  fact,  if  we  doubt  we’re  brutes, 
That  Eve  wore  a  bustle!  and  Adam  wore 
boots*  . 

•  «•  . .  -a  '  »;.<  ; ; r  nj.  *  ;r  i  t  . „ 

She  sticks  to  it,  couldn’t  !  give  her  a  praack, 
Walter  Scott  wa*  a  Frenchman,  and  Shak- 
speare  a  black ; 

And  vows,  long  before  the  Queen  Albert 
did  meet, 

f  A  large  barrel  organ  he  ground  in  the  street 
She  persists  hard  and  fast  that  Lady  Jane 

And  Jane  Shore,  lost  their  livea  .on  the 
Greenwich  Hailway.  ,vli  ; 

She  will  have  it,  that  Rothschild  ia  not 
worth  a  rap; 

And  that  Lord  Harry  Broom's  %goqd  look¬ 
ing  chap ;  -//.  : 

What’s  worse,  she  declares,  though  I  treat 
if ‘with  tfeorn;  /, 

She  remembers  quite  well  just  befbre  tho 
was  born. 

When  her  mother  wore  pattens  one  day  on 
her  feet,  ' 

For  she  heard  them  distinctly  click  clack 
down  the  street. 

The  obstinate  buffer,  forget  I  ne’er  shall, 

But  what  do  you  think  of  this  ohstiqqtegal  ? 


Wi^e  no  words,no  malice,  :  n  ■snro.  ho  bjW  ibnsss'  auftnaifi  \mi  m\T*  ham!.. 
Oar  home's  like  *  pelapc,  °Wg*P^  lttW  PyMjg**** 

w. ^p”'! »•  ■»;, *"i -.'.....htoj  pit.tiSdfersL^ShMiKiS 

•  ‘--Hkfe  WtHfei'  :  ■tt  ,rl  -  •  penny  pie  colhd  m  )kl»to houseware it) mriacpo-**  ' 

He’s  strict  to  his  labour,  he  neTer  tw*!* pledge,  n»d  imrer*  drop  too.  meeh 

•>  BelpT^byhipi^ighbwr,  .  , 

And  dotmgly  fond  of  his  dear  little  wife.  The  Saturday  night  comes,  Ac 

Oh,  what  so  bright  is,  i 

Whe^A^'d...  „  Wd  WETKOCT.  SATPEDAY  NI@HT 

byimdgone;  "•  ,  Xto?  m*.  - 

Oh,  how  my  eyes  glisten.  The  Week  has  wound  tip  to  an  end,  now, 

I.eagerly  listen,  .  •  ,  As  if  Itt; fortuneViplte,  1 ‘  - 

To.  heap  my  dear  Harry’s  rat-tat  at  the  door.  And  here  I  stand  without  a  friend  now, 

And  no  Saturday  night. 

-  I  %  up  to  meet  him,  Yet,  fain1  I’d  earh  an  honest  shilling, 

And  eagerly  greet  him.  .  Te  labour  hard  I’m  ilwaWyilJIng, 

He  gives  me  a  kiss  with  such  hearty  delight,  But  don’t  you;  get  a  shocking  drilling. 

He  calls  me  his  honey,  !  Without  a  Saturday  bight. 

Hethrowsme  his  money,  V.  -  iT'  '  .  '  vl  ‘ 

Oh,  how  d.ligh.f.l  i.  Wd.y  right 

o  *.A  •  L-  :y:  •’  '*  about  f*»turtUy  nijAt>  on  shore,  espeeiefly  when' 

OO  Wrth  picking  and  choosing, .  they  hare  notgotooe— but  when  they  have,  it’s  all 

■That  and  this  still  refusing!  sm^  •nd  msikMmtf  boanrt  «hd  el»wi.  Tommy 

And  picking  die  market,  with  pleasure  we  baby  a'lMw'hat,  sod  so  da’  rES.Uwkl, 

roam,  what  a  duck  of  a  cagvand  what  a  sweetrflower,  aid 

We  make  our  decision:  Weh*^:  too  j  mine  »  quHe.afritfife  'lAwks, 

S.I*t>tn,ir  T,M.;.iAn  . . .  1 1®*®:  you  na*re  got  no  tobacco,  and  if  .abaci  time> 

a  Serefctour  prdvisiort,  ■  you  had  a  new  neck  tie.  Wh»l  shall  we  hAt.  for 

And  like  Daw  end  Joan,  we  jog  merrily  dinner  to-morrow,  Tom  P  Oh,  Tom,  this  is  where 
':t!'  bohnWe  '  they  sell  the  bedm— oh,T6m,  just  hold  baby  and 

■5  -•  (  m  »■  i  <  .  the  basket  while  Iget you  the  tobacoo,  and  that 

W.  in  cW. 

r  or  when  supper  s  over,  .  a  London  Journal,  and  sixpence  in  your  pocket  for 

He's  filll  of  his  fanyFm  full  of  delight*  ♦  Sunday’s  spree.  But  if.  you’ ye  not  got  a  Satur- 

Then  he;  pulls  off  his  shoes, ;  i  ■  dayaiibtgifs  •  ....  t.  ,  ,T>  ,, 

■  And- perhaps  reads  the  news,  Weaker  and  Weaker  evOry  week  gets. 

And  how  in  my  heart  I  love  Saturday  night.  Stronger  troubles  grows : 
a  Harder  aid  harder*  Overyehu«ifc  gfett:  |V- 

bJZZj o^j w A11  your,(ri22f! ‘^n“-  *•* "  7  '• 

poor  Mrs.  Gupe,  ih  th'e  back  room,  she  has  lited'  *  F ormerpulhf  haVe  mil  great  guns  got, 
there  this  three  months,  and  has  never  had  a  8a-  You  of  course  have  lots  of  duns  got* 

^“dsisislW  ystv/  Hm  husband  woyks  hard  all  the,  j  When  they  find  you  haVe  no  funds  get, 
week  to  pay  a  public-house  spore  on  Ssturdav* and  And  nn  fiaWmluv  ,+*1™ v+  *  9 

comes  home  with  empty  poeket»,¥h>  emp&’ilp.  And  :Sat|frday  <higtat,  ,v  ^  •.  •  v 

boards  and  enipt^  stomachs  end  full  hearts.  There  Spoken.^'^tfiiO  yro  get  tlW  UoW  ShOi^Ur-- 
she  sits  a  skeleton  in  r»K»,  the  personification  of  t^e  first  cutr^but  not  Cut  a*d  oomeiagain— and  yet 
wret<mean«U7r<tbe  gqaalidohildran.tha  pictures  of  Jitried  to  keep  up  appearances,  but  appearances 
8  .fr0n",‘"®  M“  M  the  fiend  or  drunkenness,  won’t  keep  up  me— an  outward  sign  is  .not  an  ia- 

presiding  over  the  desolation  he  has  made— she  ward  stamina^^^  stroh^  Woids(olf  4  weak  sfew 
upbraids  him— he  strikes  her  at  his  fecb-ruihes  maoh  is  like  a  tabic  doth  without  a  dinnfer.  or  a 


•once,  ho  helsr  stow 
though  he  is  fond  ol 


he  never  ta£e. 
— we  are  as  ha; 
bringing  home 


^kes  a  pledgek  and  neior  S  drop  too.mueh 

’m:PaPL^Aff0^“d^‘kr0’ 

The  Saturday  night  comes,  Ac 


WXTffOUT  »  SATPEpAT  NIQHT 

Air—  Poor  Mhty  Ann. 

The  Week  has  wound  iip  to  an  end,  now* 
As  if  Itt  fortune'iikplte,  -  °  .  J  v 
And  here  I  stand  without  a  friend  now. 
And  no  Saturday  night. 

Yet,  fain  I’d  earn  an  honest  shilling, 

Te  labour  hard  I’m  always  willing,; 

But  don’t  you;  get  a  shocking  drilling, 

;  Without  a  Saturday  night. 

^  Sropr.—Ah,  the  poet  makes  a  fine  fuss  about 
Saturday  night  St  sea,  and  wires  snake  a  fine  fkum 
about  Haturday  nighfc  on  shore,  especially  when* 
they  have  not  got  one— but  when  they  ,  have,  it's  all 
smiles  and  marketmg  bonnet  and  shawl.  Tommy 
want*  a  new  pair  <  of  shots,  Peggy  a  new  ffeodr; 
bkby  a.  new  hat,  and  sd  da L  -  Then,  lawks,  Tow, 
what  a-  dunk  of  a  capr  and  what  a  sweet  flower,  add 
how  eheap,  too mine  is  quite <a  ikight.  2Awks, m- 
;  Tom,  you  have  got  no  tobacco,  and  itfa  ahuost  tim«  > 
-you  had  a  new  neck  tie.  WhsE^aholl  we  hAve  lor 
'dinner  to-morrow,  Tom  ?  Oh,  Tom,  this  is  where 
they  sell  the  beit  |^<^b,<T6m,  j<tsfc  hold  baby  and 
the  basket  while  I  set  you  the  tobacoo,  and  that 
duok  of  a  cap— and  away  they  go,  light  pockets 
and  heavy  basket— three-pen’orth  of  Lloyd’s  and 
a  London  Journal,  and  sixpence  in  your  pocket  for 
*  Sunday's  spree.  Bu^  if.  you’Te  not  got  a  Satur¬ 
day  hij^ht*  it’s'  ‘  •  xh  v7>  ‘  .  ,1/  J  U  <}  j 

W'eaker  and  weaker  evdry  week  gets. 
Stronger  troubles  grows : 

Harder  add  harder  :  *  V 


All  your  friends  turn foes.  j  t . 
Former  pullf  have  mil  great  guns  got. 
You  of  course  hare  lota  of  duns  got* 
When  they  ^  find  you  kaVe  nofunds  get. 
And  aptSatp^dafy  fhigktk  v  h  i 
Spoken.— 'Ti^  thih  you  get  the  cold  shoulder— 


Attach  is  like  a  table  oloi 


Words*  ofi  Weak  0(6- 
without  a  dinnfer,  or  M. 


tin  and  a  pauper’s  grate,- kna  el 
of  -a  workhouse— and  all  tht'on, 
Saturday  night  home.  Hp>r  drfl 


him.  Sometimes  he  chooses  a  fact  Of  pork,  hiil  he  „  .  . ,  ’  .  „  ‘  . 

wopVtopieh  spare-pb,  like  has  a  jeint  of  mutton  -But  the  worst  of  all  this  evil, 
he  won’t  have  turnips— and  he  will  never  take  *  Is  domestie  spite  ; 


TWB'ftpdo'wtfrflf  vevydevil,  ■-  v  l  , 
Without  a  Saturday  night.  F 

Thing*  fly  abputall  belter  skater*  .., 

Wife  gets  out-far  such  «.  pelter, 

’Tis  ten  ts  oM  bmryon  do  welt  hey*  ■■»•■■. 

On  a  Saturday  night. 

Spoken  -— lislkeft  bagainceewetetnir,  Jturricanes, 
shipwrecks,  fields  of  battle,  fire  spouts,  water 


THERK^,4.;W« 

comm 


V  •  £r**  •  ;'i  r.  .*  It  UK  ,  V  Ji  v  f  <♦*.«*  |}y  j  pY* 

Written  by  Thomas  Ramsey  .—A&,  ,sofg 


steam  engine  at  boiler  bursting  jntcl^rrimitating — 
Then  she  starts,  this  is  the  style— Ah,  a  nice  Satur¬ 
day  nigh*  this—  *  duckrof  A  Sunday’s  dinuer  to- 
morrow,  and  no  mistake— nobs  pf  chairs  and  pump 
handles — and  long  sniffs  st  neighbours  joints— do 
cry,  Bobby,  father  will  putafiafe  ftoo  to  soak  fbr 
him,  so  he  will— ah,  he  k  w  duck  of  a.  father*  looks 
ior  work  and  prays  be  xnaar  not  find  he's 

duck — then  she  blows  off  the  steam  to  keei»,hbr 


'There**  a  wafllhiie.6omittg  eQ^  A 

•tirfre  ccrmiirg <itv—  •*  l  i 

To  support  great  freedom's  cause, 
Subvert  and  crush  a  tyrant ^  JawB^- 
f  A  war  time  has  qoihe  A 

l/  LffieftJ*  librftagMftnfurtei 

What  patron  can  be> stronger  ? 

*  And  defiancfr  at  oppression  hurls. 

We’ll  stand  his  game  no  longer, ' 

For  a  war  time  has  come  oo,  4tc. 


duck-thfen  she  blows  off  tte  steam  tq  kein’libr  A  war  time  has  come  on,  &C.  >  _ 
from  bursting  her  boiler— she  pokes  the  fire  but1  The  Bear,  though*  none  would  not*. the 
because  it  isi  so  eol^L  I  fisel  iucttoed  to  give  her  a  }  ;{  . 

pok«  because  sue  is- sa  hot,  Then  she  take#  tbe  while  he  did  on  the  Turkey  -feed— 
bellows  and  blows  the  fire  Up  for  going  out,  and  „  *  ^  T 

blowe  ioe  up  forkeepftfl,ito— ^Ivn*  we.bffaaka  sobmk  B|l^a<UWtMee  hsSiCOinfi  On* 

erofmery  byaoci<le«((,i«rthe  pucpeaa.  I  can  stand.  .  This  BesrmetjCrawUng  rqundi  the  church 
*  yjffg£  JS ***??”  -<"*■* a*Mt.uP  1  He  thought  no  plea  wa*  stronger, 


and  pull  a  dainr&qr  asghb  out  of  my  pocket.  This 
change*  the  wind— the  atom  becomes  a  coins— 
1  rowns  become  smileat-fi&fc  toon*  joints  o£  nwia±— 
nobaof  chasm  bread  .and  butter  Ac.— she  aits  car 
mT<  knee— plays  with  jaywwhuker*— 1  become.  as 
great  a  fool  aa  over,  .  and  we  wiad.it  up  in  tto  mssl 
way— goiag  marketing.  andiiSlt  that— but  >f  jton’m 
nokgeta  S»hirday  might,  it’s 


To  lick  the  Turkey  off  hb  pjwch^- 

But  he’llkeephis  perch  yet:  longer. 

■  Now  a  war  ton*  has  ceows&c. 


way— goiag ^  war  time  hfttdowtfift) 
not  get .»  Saturday  night,  it’s  Then  France  and  Ejt^pAUawasoiafcin’d, 

’  v  •••'  In  to*gaod.eausetdefr  • 

The  week  has  wound  up*  Sic.  I  Now  a  war  time  has  come  on. 

,  Then  balls  given  by  England  and  by 

"!•"»■  France—  '  >  *  ■  -v 

!  v  "What  music  can  be- stronger- »  ■!<.. 

TO  GUARD  FROM  FOES  HER  Will  teach  tbisfrude  ol£  Bear  to;  dance; 

■KT  *  rr-rcrr?  t  a  io"r»  *  He  shall  rule  the  roast  uo  longer, 

NATIVE  LAND.  Jt«a®^w*ha*ort»a<»Mcc. 


NATIVE  LAND; 


When  Vuteaa  forg'd.  She  holts  of  Jove,, 
In  ^Etna’s  roaring  glow,. •. 

Neptune  petition’d  he  might)  proee 
Their  use  add  power  below  ;  .  - 
But:  finding  in  the  boundless:  dfcep,. 

Such  thunders  wontd  butfcidfyrsifeept 
He.  with  them  era?  d  Britannia’s  hand. 
To  guard  fron>^»as>  her  native  land. 

'  ■  1  •  :■>  (tt  • ;  ' 

Long  may  aha  hold  tha  awful  ngb4 
And  wiwn  thro’  circling  Same, 
tShfe  darts  her  vengeance  in  the  Ught, 
May  justice  guide  her.  aim  ^ 

While  if  assailed  in  future  wan  <- 
Her  SoMiers  brave  and  gallant  Tars; 
Shall  launch  her  Cres  front,  every  hand. 
On  every  foe  to  Britain's  land, 


A  war  time  has  come  on,  &c., 

Where  tkis-Bedjr  does  pl^cfe  hi>'fbot,  * 

Id  justice  and  fd&rujA  Jake  rpot— 

So  a  war  time  has  come  on— 
He*d  shackle  freedom,  crush  the-bnm. 

But  freedom'^  arm  is  stronger. 

And  soorua.to  live,  a,  branded slave, 

*  She'll  bear  the  8corge  noloager  ! 

So  a  wartime  has  cthne  on-,  &c.' 

A  war  time  haetfosnei  on,  &c^  ^ 

When  Nick  fliat  saw  odr  household' troopt 
He  treated  them .  as  England's  dupes— 

But  a.  imr  time  has  come  on.> 
TJp  guardb  and  at  'em !  is  the  cry. 

What  puiutodd*  C«d  hb  stronge? 
Before  thete  troopt- toiaTeei-  Vilf  fly, 

He’ll  think  them  dupee  no  longer ! 
r  Now  n  war  time  has  oorae  on  &G. 


)i  ,  Ansae  thnehaacomia  on*  Ac.*  . 

The  blood  by  Poles  and  Hungarian*  shed, 
JUQhvary.  on-lhe  tjrmnSs  hand — 

Now  a^wuliM  Uascome  on. 
TteSfaopesaMdarWJAebnnre, 

What  coward’s  sbatnet  glows  stronger, 
SdesAjr  hurteflia  waiteey  graft re,  ' 

Lay  unavenged  no  longer-r 
-c-.m!  Nowaw  time  has  come  on, 

,-:lK  weJt  twephas  come  on,  &c., 
T^\,Boy^ul-the;.tjrraot  be,  ir, 

We’il  lash  him  well  by  land  and  sea— 

Now  a  vrar  time  hag  come  on. 
Napier  his  flag  unfurls  agfiiu. 

What  banner  shall  be.  stronger  ?  _ 

Poe  Britannia  long,  has  ruled  the  main, 
And  means  to  rule  it  longer-* 

Now  a  war  time  has  come  on. 


SUNT.  TATBICK.  WAS  A 
GENTLEMAN* 

Oh,  Saint  Patrick  was  a  gentleman. 

And  came  from  decent  people — 
fie  IditM  a  church  in  Dublin  town, 

And  on  it  put  a  steeple, 

His  ftdter  was  a  Gallagher— 

His  mother  was  a  Brady— 

His.  aunt ^nis  an  O’Shaoghnessy, 

J^irit  cousin  to  0*GrtAy  ! 

Oh,  succewattead, Saint  Patrick’s  fiat ! 

Fou  be’*  a  handsome  tain  VO!  •>  ’ 

O,  he  gave  the<  snake*  and  toads  a  twist. 
He’s  a  beauty  without  painty  O  t 

'  ',:h  -H  :•{>■  '  ’  <■ 

The  WfsjklpWihUlaaire  very  high* 

And  ao’a  the  hill  of  Howtb, „*»*—  >o /  , 
But  there's-*  hill-  m  aoh  higher  ((till*—:  ’ 
Much  high/st' then  them  .be th,  sin,.  V 
’Twas  on  thn  top  of  this  big’hjlL, 

Saint  Patrick  preached  hiesermimt. 
That  drove  the  frogs  in to  ths  faoga, 

And  -Lather’d  sill  the  varmiwt. 

.  ..  :!•  IS-  '  '7\-  li  <:  -Hi  ,  s  c  ■■■.  ' 

Them’s  not  a  mile  in  lreland’s  iale, 

,  Where  dirty  vermin  musters,  ii\!  hr  ••• 
But  tkare  he  put' hie  dear  fons foot,;  -i 
And  murdered  them  in  cliyOerS)  h  ; 
Ths  hwd»  went  pop,  tha  frogs j  went  plop 
Slip  dash  into  the  water;,  1  :  .-d 
And  thenuakes  committed  suicide^  i 
To  save  themselves  from  slaughter! 

Mo  wonilerth*t~those  Irish  lads  ? 
Should Uw  fet  ag&ftMw*'  '.so  <• 


FooswreSohit'Bot,  hetysght  them  that 
As  waUasAmakiogwbiskoy, 

No  wonder  that  the  Be  ipt  himself 
To  drink  it  should "bs  willing — 

Since  bis  mother  kept  a  ahebbeem  shop* 
In  dVe  town  of  Enniskillen. 


Gh  l  waa  I  but, so  ftrtanate,  /  ; 

'  But  to  be  back  in  Manftar*| 

I  !X»  Ifdbe  bound,  that  from  that  ground 
I  nevermore wauM  «ac*  stir* 

’Twee  there  Saint  Patrick  planted  turf. 

Ana  plenty  of  the  praties — 

With  pigs  galore, ,  and  grog  a  store. 

And  cabbages  and  ladies. 

j  '  TUB  MINUTE  GB&*.  . 

;  When  in  tbs  storm  on  Atbibn’s  coast,  • 

The  night-watch  guards  Sis  wary  post; 

From  thoughts  of  danger  free, 
HrnArkssOMt  vessel’s  dusky  farm* 

And  hears,  amitf  the-  howling  storm. 

The  minute  gub at  sea;  '  ; 

Swiftan  tha  shore  a, hardy  few, 

Thalifa  boat  mop  with  gallant  crew, 

And  dare  the  dangerous  wave 
Through  the  wild  surfthey  clettve  their  way 
Lost  in  the  foam  nor  khow  dismay, 

For  they  go  the  craw  to  save. 

Bat  oh  V  what  rapture  fills  eeoh'breeat. 

Of  the  hopeless  ereW  of  the'  ship  dhdsess’d  l 
Then,  landed-safe,  wbat  joy  to  tell 
Of  all  the  danger* that  befell  ; 
Thenbeardienomore,  , 

By  the  watch  on  tha  shore,  .  <  > 

Themiaute  gun  at-sea.. 

SEAY  HE  W BO  WANTS 

GBATITU0E. 

Thebring  devoid  of  bright  gratitude's  flam  e 
Is  a  wretch  without  titfe  unworthy  a  name ; 
To*  this  n^tfca  with,  firmness  unceasing  1*11 
.bendy.  •  ,  ... 

May  he  *ho  wants  gratitude  e#er  want  a 
friend.  ^ 

Siere  vetfc  i*  my  bosom,  depart* 

Give  soul  to  each  feeling  and  warmth  to 
^ny  haest^ .  •  * 

While  the  cherish'd  reflection  with  life 
shall  butnondy 

May  hpj,wty*  wants  gratitude  e’er  wont  > 
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THE  COBSIGAN  BROTHERS. 

Snug  bj  Hr.  J.  Shaipa  and  J.  Haery. 

Sheppard.  Newg»t*-it, 

chaKt* 

Once  upon  a  time,  lor  ao  runs  my  rhyme. 
Which  for  place  In  the  Island  of  Cor¬ 
sica  we  pitch. 

There  were  two  twin  brothers  extremely 
like  each  other,  •  ’  •>  • 

Indeed,  both  were  so  like  t’other  yon 
could’nt  tell  neither  from  which. 

And  ’tis  also  a  strange  fact,  these,  brothers 
had  also  made  a  compact, 

One  was  called  Fabian,  t’other  Louis 
by  name). 

That  one  should  come  to  the  other,  if  any 
thing  happened,  and  say  brother,  ‘I’m 
killed,  avenge  me ! 

And  the  other  was  obliged  to  do  the 
same.  ■  •  <■ 

Their  fraternal  sympathy  was .  such,  and 
I’m  not  saying  too  much, 

And  I  could  bring  instances  to  prove 
it  if  I  please, 

That  though  one  was  in  Paris  a  Lawyer, 
And  t’other  in  Corsican  a  top-sawyer 

Still,  if  you  had  given  Monsieur  Louis  a 
pinch  of  bad  amid) 

Or  any  other  stuff,  at  which  he  might 
have  taken  huff, 

Monsieur  Fabian  So  bluff;  amid  the;  moun¬ 
tains  of  Corsica  so  rough,  . 

Five  hundred  miles  away  from  him, 
would  have  sneezed. 


I’m  killed,  so- IW  called’  ■«nSnT1  u 
_  to  you~  vi  .„n- 

Ri  tol  de>  nddie  iid  de  ray,  oh,  ri  tel 
de  raddle  k»l  de  ray  1 

Then  Mqnsieur  Fabian  hardly  believed 
’  his  senses,  his’n. 

Looked  to  his  brother’s  ghost,  beheld  a 

Vision.-  •  ;  . .  ,  ; 

One,  Chateau  Eenand,  had  a  bit  of  bob¬ 
bery. 

About  a  lady  going  to  a  masquerade, 
oaid  Chateau  to  young  Louis,  if  yOo  don't 
mean  to  act  snobbily,  ^ 

Why  fight  me,  'twill  delight  me,  sir. 
Young  Louis  said,  they  went  to  tho  wood 
at  Fontainbleu,  •  • 

Crossed  swords,  they  both  fought  vOry 
well ; 

Chateau  Renatid  was  a  crack  fencer, 

And  very  soon  young  Louis  fell — 

Close  by  a  tree,  gave  one  last  groan — 
Would  have  given  just  another,  oh  l 
But  before  he  could  — 

His  soul  had  fled  to  tell  it  to  his  brother, 
oh!  ♦  9 


fTwas  on  a  windy  morning,  while  talking 
of  a  ride, 

Monsieur  Fabian  in  Corsica,  a  stick  felt 
in  his  side  ; 

Oh,  oh  !  said  he  my  brother,  though  you're 
iu  Paris  now. 

There's  some  thing  wrong,  and  I  feel  ere 
long  you'll  be  in  a  jolly  row. 

This  happened  in  Cor-sLca, 

Where  they're  famed  for  the  Ven-det-ta  * 

You'll  scarcely  believe  in  such  brotherly 
feeling, 

But  it  happened  in  Corsica. 

Monsieur  Fabian  sat  himself  down  to 
write — 

Ri  tol  de  riddle  lol  de  ray— said  he. 

About  Louis  I  feel  uneasy  quite— 

Ri  tol  de  riddle  lol  de  ray— 

The  candles  began  to  look  quite  blue., 

His  brother’s  ghost  came  behind  the 
chair,  and  said,  b-o-o-o. 


Pack  my  carpet  bag,  I’m  going  to  Paris, 
mother. 

To  challenge  the  blackguard  that  killed 
my  brother. 

1  fi8rht  ,wr°ns  .to  right  hjm; 

I  »1  stick  like  a  brick,  I  shfkll  know  him 
when  I  see  him  as  sure  as  a  gun. 

They  met,  'twas  in  the*  weod  ; 

Chateau  Reiiand  flew  to  shun  him. 
That  is  he  would,  if  he  could. 

But  his oye  was  upon  him  ; 

You  take  me  for  a  ghost, 

But  I  tell  you,  you  are  wrong,  sir  i 
Of  your  time  prfty  make  the  most. 

For  you’ll  not  live  very  long,  sir. 

Don’t  ope  at  me  your  jaws, 

Or  strive  your  fears  to  smother  O! 

lnou  hast  been  the  cause  of  this  row _ 

Oh,  my  brother,  '  ..  .i  . 

With  your  tierce  and  your  crate,  Sa,  sa. 
Now  our  swords  both  broken  are,  ha,  ha, 
PlAk  ihTa*uP’  we’H  fight  as  we  ere,  oh*  la! 

And  I II  soon  start  you  off  for  Gravesend 
The  fight  soon  was  o’er.  Chateau  Renand 
fell  dead,  ... 

And  Fabian  with  fighting  his  Strength 
had  nigh  sped, 

When  the  ghost  of  his  brother  rose  up  from 
the  tree,. 

Saying,  Brother,  you’ve  licked  him,  I 
thank  ybti  forfne  ^Saying,  brother, 
you’ve  licked  Him,  I  thank  you  for  me 


DOLLY  DOBBINS. 

>  Tune—  Nix  my  dolly. 

Kl&d  grata,  I  hope  I  don’t  intrude— 

And  Indies  don’t  prey'  think  me  rude— 
Don’t  think  me  rude! 

To  ask  you  I’m  almost  afraid,  -  * 

But. I’ve  come  to  see  if  you  want  a  maid, 
I*ra  Dolly  Dobbins  just  out  of  {dace,  a  * ; 

I’m  Dolly,  Ac. 

A  twelvemonth’*  character  I’ve  got, 

That  doesn’t  bear  a  stain  or  blot — 

A  stain  or  blot ! 

'!«■  young^and  healthy  n<a«t  and.  clean — 
And  only  just  turned  seventeen. 

I’m  Dolly  Ac. 

I’m  not  like  some  who  dress  and  flout, 

And  want  a  place  where  the  work’s  put  out, 
The  work’s  put  out ! 

I  lots  to  bustle  about  like  fun,  ‘ 

And  have  a  romp  when  the  work ’sail  done, 

I’m  Dolly  Ac. 

My  wages  you  can’t  say  are  dear, 

I  only  ask  ten  pounds  ayear — 

Ten  pounds  a  year  1 
I*V6  got  no  cousins  to  see,  I  vow, 

An  servants  call  their  sweethearts  now. 

-I’m  DoUy  Ac. 

For  I  can  hake,  and  1  can  brew, 

And  I  can  help  to  drink  it  too— 

To  drink  it  too  * 

1  can  ride  a  horse  or  milk  a  cow, 

Lock  to  the  poultry,,  and  feod  the  sow.  ; 

I’m  Dolly  Ac. 

So  ladies  pray  don’t  think  I  tease  — 

Just  try  me  once,  I’m  sure  to  please  ; 

I'm  sure  to  please  !  ■  •  • 

Or  if  ariy  bachelor  wants  a  nurse, 

I’d  advise  him  tb*  take  me  for  butter-  for 
worse.  I’m  Dolly,  Ac. 

WHAT  ABE  THE  MEN  ABOUT. 

2  really  think  it  quite  a  shame— 

What  are  the  men  about  f 

Ihave  not  had  an  offer  yet  , 

Though  $ve  years  I’ve  been  out. 

The  first  who  wership’d  at  my  shrine, 

Was  gallant  Captain  Trap — 

But  has  i  had  no  fortune  got, 

Whj  nothing  earns  of  that.  '  -  '  , 


* 7 

Papa  does  first  rate  di  nnersgive. 

And  that  the  men  well  know*-**  i 
I  rkl£Ily  think  that  is  the  cause 
So  many  to  me  bow. 

There’s  CoTheb  GK  for  one  weold  year 
Did  at  our  table  dine — 

He^fr ore  he  w£s  attach’d  to  me, 

And  called  my  charms  devine  ! 

But  money,  ah,  that  was  his  god — 

"  JJe  woo  the  i$ph  Miss  B — ,  , 

She  had  some  twenty  thousand  pounds. 
For  that  he  slighted  me  ! 

Then  there  was  little  Harry  F — 

I  thought  that  was  a  catch— 

But  with  the  wealthy  Widow  T— , 

He  since  has  made  a  match. 

I’m  suqe  Mama  is  very  kind — 

Papa’s  good-tempered  too-** 

And  I  have  got  a  heart  to  give. 

But  then  my  fortune  is  but  small — 

La,  how  perverse  is  fete ! 

If  I  had  money,  then  the  men 
I  Would  gladly  on  me  wait ! 

I’m  sure  I  wish  they’d  do  it  now. 
Encouragement  I’d  give — 

Alas !  I  fear  that  I  am  doomed 
A  cross  old  maid  to  live  l 
Of  all  you  gents  who  hear  my  song. 

Will  not  one  offer  me  ? 

Don’t  be  afraid — I’ll  not  say  no— 

The  question  pop,  and  see ! 

MAKING  A  NIGHT  OF  IT. 

Written  by  Mr  J.  A.  Hardwick,  and  sung  by  Mr. 

J*  W.  Sharp.  <  r 

Joshua  Stiggins  had  lived  with  a  young 
lady  beautiful.  * 

And  for  *  whole  twelvemonth  done  every 
thing  dutiful. 

He  lived  in  a  half  built  suburban  locality. 
Where  he  heard  nothing  else  hat  his  lady’s 
vofeelity.  i 

He’d  just  settled  down  as  a  model  for  Be¬ 
nedicts,  *,  * 

Bht  Fortune,  alas !  plays  us  mortals  so 
many  tridks— 

He’d  gave  up  his  bachelor  joys  yet  hi  Mite 
of  it,  i\:  » 

He  wks  tempted  at  list  into  makihg  a  nigh* 

of  it !  1'nurrt  $ 


With  that  fly  in  a  style  gyite  artis- 

tical — 

Smashed  all  th*  gV«aa  urith  a  flourish  ma- 
jestical !  . 

The  waiter^  they  soon  We  a  gen^rul  «|fht 

of  it  ’  ■:->■!*?  ■  “  >•  ''.■ns  i.ot 

And  Stiggins  got  thrashed  through  making 
a  night  offer 

He  swaflaa^di  ehasapagna>.;iMfl  then  talked 
of  hamanity,  [tianity, 

And  swore  he’d  a  mission  ,to  teach  ,Chris- 
And  being  in  a  state  of  obUrjoua*  hilaMty, 


Jack  Rack**,  hi*  friend,  was  a  hi* 
rambler*,  ;  ;  t  f  ; 

And  ’twas  whisper’d  about,  a  mke  and,  ^ 
gambler, 

He  invited  poor  Stiggins  to  go.  and,  employ 
himself  [  jV| 

With  him  on  the  town,  for  a  night  to  enjpjjf 
himself*  4  « 

At  that  Joshua  s,  face  had  a  deal  of  alarm 
in  it, 

‘•But*  damn  it  "says  Jack,  *  Why  there 
can’t  be  no  harip  frrit! 

The  other  fell  scruples,  but  Jack  hte  made 
light  of  it, 

So  he  chaffed  him  at  Ba*t  into  malting  a 
nigbtof  it. 

He  made  an  excuse  to  his  spousy  for  leav¬ 
ing  her,—  i  \  i 

Like  the  wretehes  of  men*  at  the  same  time 
deceiving  her*— 

And  shey  nothing  loth,  when, she  foundhn’d 
not  be  with  her,  «. 

Invited  a  Captain  to  come  and  taker  tea 
with  her 

Says  he,  ‘Things  they  seem  to  be  smiling 
auspiciously— j  3 

She  doesn't  suspect,  nor  she  don’t  look  sis- 
piciously/  y 

He  was  glad  when  the  villa  he  caught  the 
last  sigh t  of  it,  ,  *  ?  ^ 

Intent,  as  he  was*  upon  making  a  night 
of  it. 

They  went  to  the  Coal  Hole,  the  Cellars, 
and  Evans's,  _ 

Swore  friendship  eternal,  forgetting  old 
/grievances-^  M  ///l ; ../ 

And  Stiggins,  who  hadn’t  been  used  to  such 
happiness. 

Declared  that  he  ought  •to1  be  shot  for  his 

sappiness*  .  j  .*  *irr  , 

He  got  elevated,  and  whispered  confidingly 
What  he’d  <te  if  his  lady  ehQuld.speekt*e 
him  chidingly. 

‘Very  proper,’’ says  Jack,  ‘and  you’re,  in 
the  right  of  it —  .  v  7 

Yat’s  the  odds— ain’t  ve  happy,  an&making 
a  night  of  it  ?  f  7 

The  faster  away  the  cigars  and  tb«l .sherry 
wen**  ,  iratn*, 

Thelouderthe  gentleman  got)  ip  Wjsmerri- 
And  offered  to  bet  his  friend  Bucket  f 

pound  or  two.  .!i  V> 

He  oould  floor  all  the  waiters,  he  knwyin 
a  round  or  two.  t  :  >. 


He  invited5  a  codley  focohie  and  take  v^he 
with  bun— 

Shook  hands  with  a  sweeper,  and  ask'd  him 
ta  difcawitb  hm*  ,  .  .  ;  * 

Thus  time  passed  way*  while  be.  lapgh  d 
at  the  flight  of  itirr 

The  Captain  a*  heme*  he  was  making  a 

Dightofit; 

They  say  hit  one  step  from  sublime  to  ridi¬ 
culous*-  u-  «*,:*  ,  •/  •»  V* 

And  we  all  hevugaear  notions,  when  strange 
fancies  tickle  us*;. 

So  Stiggins  shod  fours  when  he  spoufcd 
Thecdogy,  . 

An&ouototdi  from  Scripture,  and  Heathen 
Mythology. 

He  swore  the*  tide  world  woa  a  place  foil 
of  vanityy  >  in 

But  Jack  drop’t-  a  bint  about  grog  and 
insanity**—  «  *  . 

He  vcrwcd^mrU  turn  hermit— .foe  otfiajr  made 
Mgft^of  it*, 

And  left  him  to  weep,  after  making  a  night 
of  it.  -  ^ 

♦  ’ '  ■  »  *  ;  .j  -  •  <  .  j 

All  things  have  an  end,  and  to  jpy  an  im¬ 
pediment!  rm  >  {(  y: 

la  the  cup  of  our  pleasures  there 's,ajwey#4 

He  was  found  in  the  gutter,  drunk,  muddy, 
and  shivery,  -  -  - 

And  sent  home  at  last  by  the  Parcels'  De¬ 
livery.  ’  -  L\k  ?i  '  * 

When  he  woke  up,,  and  hi^aii  for,  n 

TT  rally  to,  ,  t  g  , 

He  found  he  w&s.muuif  w*iqh>, 

Mrs.  Stiggiu&’eJ^  thh,wijj^ht 

of  it,  < •• 

And  he's  never  been  seen,  since 

night  of  if*,]. •  -.kj»  •<  y,  ;v, ;  u;%i  ,  ■  // 


e 


IBB  •  spur©  OF  'feUlLELEH  t 
AHJJSHAM»0U?:,S.Q,G10!®N,  ,; 

,  ..i  .  .  ;  4‘  -  ^  *1  j;  ,  .  I  L  ‘ 

O  love  is  the  soul  of  a  neat  Irishman,  , 

Ha  tare*  all  the,  lovely,  lava*  alt  tlyrih* 
can, 

With  his  sprig  of  ehilelah,  and  shamrock 
SOgrefel^  :■  v-.w! 

His  heart  so  good  humoured,  *tia  honest 
and  sound;  -w'-:  *'  ■  ■ 

No  envy  or  hatred  is  there  to  bo  fonnd  1 

Ho*eonrts  and  hfe  marries,  he  drinks  and 
he  fights. 

For  love,  all  for  love,  for  in  that  he 
delights,  , 

Wilfrids  sprig  of  shilelah  and  shamrock  . 
so  green. 

Who  has  e*er  had  the  luck  to  see  Donny» 

Ahl^hmah  aBin  hiit  gloryls  there, 
With  bis  sprig  of  shilelah  and' shamrock 

His  cloth  spick  and  span  new„  wilftput 
e’|BS  a-ppepk-r  /  r 

A  new  Bracelona  tied  round  his. nick, 
Hagoeoto  a  tent, ,and,  he  sgeifcfc  kis  half-  ( 
crown ;  a> 

H»  meets  with  a;  friend,,  apd  fofc  ,«>ve. . 

knocks  him  down,'  ... 

With  his  sprig  of  shilelah  arid  warn- 
rock  so  green. 

W  »S  .haOTOck 

so  green.  . 

Hits  Shelab,  who  Wtisttin#* 

CriSs—Gret  ye  gone,  Piet,  yet  consents  fcH 
the  cae.  ’ 

To  the  prtefet  then  they*  go* 

wooihsiiadter  tb^i  ,  ,  ;> 

A  fine  baby  cries,  how  d’y* do  father  Pat, 
With  your  sprig  of  shilelah  and  sham- 

k,  rock  se  gusto-?*  ^  v  **  ;fr  .v  vq7 

•  Jid  'H*  v,!’-.' 

Blesathe  country,  tayal,  thatgave.IJafcriekf 
his  birth —  .  »t«t?  al  l-.} 

Blow  the  land  of  ;  the  oak,  and  its,  netghn 
bouring  earth,  ,  '  -  ‘ii  n;;  , 

Whom  grows  the  sfc&eioh  aadsbatwocin 
so  green.  1  :i 

Mag<  the  sop* , of  the  ^h»my?^  the  Tvj^ed 
and  the  Shaaapp,  ,  , 


h  Drub  the  foe  tbetwoi»ldpta»4p»  o«»**** 
nnes  a  cannon — 


.United  and’happy,  a*lo?ofcy’»ehri«Hv  ^ 
'  May  the  rose  and  the  thistle  long  ftowh 

■  and  twine,  <  *' 

Round  a  sprig  of  shilelah  and  shAWbck 

■  -''se1  green-1 


Tj3CE  BIBXH  OF  ST.  PATBICK. 

Written  by  Samuel  Lorer,  Esq. 

One  the  eighth  OayWT  March  it  was,  aww» 

*  people  say,  J 

That  St.  Patrick  as  midaight  he  first  saw 
the  day.  .  -1' . 

While.tQtbers  deotae  ’twa*  the,  ninth  be 

yA|hornf  > 

And  ’twas  alt  a  mistake,  between  midnight. 

'  and  morn—  . 

Fhr  mistakes  will  occur  ip  a  hurry  and, 

,  '  '  shock, 

f  And  so  me  blamed'  the  babby,  end.  some 
!  blamed  the  clock. 

T*1 mi^helr  cross  questions,  sum  no 
one  could  know,  ; 

r  Jfi‘th*ehild  wastao-ftta,  or  the  dock  waa 
two  slow.  J 

ifow  the  first  faction  fight  in  awldlretaid’ 

\  •  th^^aay,  - .•  /,  ,  .  .  |u*y- 

1 Was  all  .on  account  of  St.  Patrick  s  birth* 
Some  fought  fdr  the  eighth — fbr-  the  ninth 
more  WouM  dtey  '  ,  .  ? 

And  who  wouldn’t  see  right,  sate  they 
‘  b&dten'dh&eyei  *  ' 

At  last  both,  the  factions  so  positive  grew, 
Thb*  each  kept  a  birthday,  so  PUfthecrhad  . 

‘  fitt,  9MA»c»  Multoahy*  who  showed  them 
,  .  ;  «h*ir  sins,  . 

Saidv  ‘  No  <tnfc  eauld  haste  twol»roway»j; 

,  Ta  .'hut ••InriOsi-*  .  n'.-;, ;i  i- 

.  Siys  he,  *  Boys,  don’t  be  fighting  for  eight 

I  ;  . or  ( 

Pca^t  be  always,  dividing,  but  ansedmea 
combine. 

CeWhsne  eight  swO^aiwey  and  seventeen, is, 
y  \  the  mark,  .  .  •  J,  !  .. 

SWletVtHaV  be  his  Wrthdag’^  Aroeal'  said, 

II  file  clerk.  > *  ■  *  *■ 

if  hfr  wasn’t  a  twin,  sure  our  history  will 
,  Thit  at  tawt  he's  worth  any  two  smnts 
!  ^th&  I  know  J* 

•r  TVi.n  t\  ey  all  gpt  blind  drunk,  which. 
com\'feted  tbeir  bliss, 

Acckw.c  bf^cp  up,  the  £  raqtice  fromtbAfc  day 
to  tbh’. 


60  W 

THE  WONDERFUL  N09  J  WA 

“*"»  ui.  I  „o*  .ill  dlmUm,  Th*ST»  -1“  »«*.  MH 


A  curious  tale  I  now  will  disclose,  dread,  '  “  “  WIW  W0Mc*  Slit 

AnibSSl.“  C°Uld  d“1»“‘*»«>itOTjble 


^‘’.ndrisht”  °°"  h* ro,,ld  ‘"A*m 

ITTi.  •  .  &  * 


the  dead !  8000  wai<* 

couldUri^’  feft  SOme.6”pr<1' f,om  ‘"e  1“«  »'  '«*«  S 
rdook’d  a  comical  of  ,h«  ■“““  f  «•!» 


^^aigh?^  ***' B,UB*  •'k’w 'look’d  a  comical  •KbS’^”  “*  h°“*  **1. 

No  one  dare  come  near  him,  M  great  was  St?  th^J *“ in  h®?!  ja8t  taking  *  nap, 

his  might.  *  great;  waa  Witu  the  nose  round  hi*  head  in  place  » 

A  blow  from  hia  nose  wonld  settle 'em  quite  a  caP-  ,  ,, 

Thu  terrible  chap  was  about  nine  feet  high,’  W  °?e  by  one  tiptoe  on  the  floor ; 

Wdh  a  comical  squint,  and  a  mouth  all  '  1  think  that  m  aU  there  were  near  sixty 


Wa-  about  nine  feet  high,"  crept  one  by  one  tiptoe  on  the  floor ; 
awry1  Squmt’  and  a  mouth  all  1  ln  a11  there  were  near  sixty 

Though  bandy  his  legs,  his  heels  wtrf  so  '  Tbe*  tried’ to  secure  him-but  mark  wbat 

He  d  just  g,ve  airing,  and  jump  out  of  „  .abof®!  ‘  ^  ? 

ght-  k  He  jump  d  through  the  roof,  and  was  never 

Th®jba^r  on  hia  head  sprouted  put,  aeenmore.  ;  ^ 

^.d/wimoow,  b.  ^  ■;»„  „  yjjj  ^  The  fiSjjgJ-  **•  *“  »f  «>«»  «™ck  TTi.h 

Ho  hi.  com  ion  upm«  ^ Mr'  ^  c«.  ctom  o„« 

Aad  never  come  down,  'tis  mid,  for  a  week  token  hi. 

This  chap  wore  a  hat,  in  shape  like  ahason*  TW?  pttmmell’d  each  other  a# 

wide  enough  for.*  donkey  t£  ^ht!  “  acn  otner.au 

And  such  a  deuce  of  a  fellow  was  he  to  ■<  - 

.  take  snuff,  THE' 

Tbata  pound  at  a  pinch  was  hardly  enough,.!  PQjdlTX^^  ilLL^  BAELOW 
A  party  of  nobles  one*  travel  j _  I  iff  JJA‘i  nAitLU W . 


the- 


A  party  of  nobles  one#  travelled  incoir 
lo  catch  just  a  glimpi  pf  this  troublesome 
_  nog;  .,,,  f.  fD~ 

fillt  thp  hrnafli  frAm 


POXilTICAL  v^IIXY  BAllIiOW* 

**  S<12f  X4*  A;  HoUingnrorth  and  Hr;  Frank 

Short,  the  celebrated  Comic  Vocalists. . 


dog;  ^  [albg  '  tae  celebrate  Comic  Voctditta.  :.nr  r 

But  the  breath  from  his  nosa  caused  aubh  Since  1  «*w  you  last  X  have  seen  some 
They  stumbled  head  foremost  bang  into  a  queer  tricks; 

'  T  b0g*  b^“  having  a  turn  in  the  late  politicks. 

At  last  came  a  sailor,  with  courage  in  store  i*  a  Pre«y  set  out  I  am  going  to  show  ‘  •* 
Who  swore  he  would,  tackle  this  W-’  If  only  listeu  to  BillyWow  9’ 

n  *  .K°U*ed  bore  ’  .  O  dear  rackety  O,  a  great  politician  !■ 

But  the  nose  made  him  jump  like .»  grin  Billy  Barlow;  -  ^*10“n  “ 

pantaloon,  "  •  ».  r  .  Vr- 

And  tossed  him  so  high  he  went  bang  Now,  with  a  great  deal  of  study  1’vefound 
through  the  moon !  •  that  of  late, 

The  people  around  were  gaping  with  fear,  ^"and  a,Brew looa*i*»  church 

^isg******  mt*  .h. 

Ts.r  c - -a.  .*»  ^  Uilly  Barlow. 


*  .  - -  -wv»u,  UUU  1UHU6  toe 

way  clear, 

p0r  the  force  of  the  nose  made  them  feel 
very  queer.  «“ 


•  n  '  '  r;  r, 


O  dear  rackety  O,  What  a  fine  cbui«|i 
broom  is  Biliy  Barlow.  '  ■  w 


,/Thp  bUhops  we  know  each  has  got  a  good 

And  are  all  getting  fat  on  the  fat  of  the  land; 

1'  lir«  I  .haH  apeaktb  the 
.  Queen,  ir 

TttgiVetomeof  the  fat  of  thelafnd  to  the 
lean.  * 


HOIST  HIGH  THE  FLAG  AGAIN 

C:  .»  i‘.,i i.  T,  /  .  *  :;t’ 

Music  by  Forday,  Holborn. 

Hoist  high  the  flag  again. 

The  flag  that  never  yields ; 

WU  waive  it  o’erthe  main, 


dear  rackety  O.  they  should  Just 

make  a  hi.h  it,  of  Billu  TWW  *  _®  »  lt  0r  ma,n* 


make  a  blah  ,p  of  Billy  Barlbw. 

NoW  there's  an  old:  cock,  the  head  »manr  For  justice  and  for  right, 
to  the  Queen  ;  rsr 

1  mean  the  old  fellow  they  call  Aberdeen.  Qur  heroes  man  the  deck ; 
They  say  he  is  penblitid«aifcd  ii  getting  too  To  punish  pride  they  fight, 
/  •tlotf;  : a*  T  ??  j;  :  S'  And  wild  ambition  check. 

They  should  make  a  l\  Pw  of  young  Billy,  Unfurl  the  flag  again. 


Barlow.)  *  The  flag  that  never  yield* ; 

O  dear  rackety  O,  what  a  states  man  We’M  waive  it  or  {he  main, 

?  is  Billy  Barlow.  O’er  the  main ;  well  waive  it  o’er  the  main, 

There’s  a  great  little  man.  Lord  Mr.  John  O  er  Europe*  warrior  fields*  •>  xr.v/  ; 

He  m*deMi  Reform  feill'in  sqcli a  great 

bustle  ;  '  .  Igos  Their  barbarous  hordes  a 

But  rwas  not  good,  and  in  course  wouldn’t  d?!!  ‘  . the  Goths  of  old 
r' i.  kt* *  __  With  ruin  .nave- their  wan 


u«  HMIUC  a  XVCIUUU  Dill  m  8UH1  a  great  ,  s  T  '  Vi.  *r 

hustle ;  r>-  ■  .  ■  Ygo  :  Them  barbarous  hordes  away. 

But  rWaa  not  gciod,  and  in  course  wouldn’t  4?,.1  . the  Goths  of  old, 

Let  them  find  such  a  Sill  as  young  Billy  ^*\b,ruin  pave  thwr  way. 
Barlow,  *  ...  And  like  the  Goths  of  old, 

O  dear  rackety  O;  let  ’em  pey  such  a*  'Sjjj- '  w?y' 

BUl  as  ypupg  Billy  Barlow.  5£5*°B  hT d  ^  knef 


Now  tlley’vSM  knock'd  up  a  war  just  *kjy 
breaking  the  peace : 

A  kitchen  stuff  for  its  all  about  greet e ; 

But  if  I  ruled  the  roast,  I’d  soon  let  them 
know 

The  difference  between  Aberdeen  and 
Barlow. 

O  dear  rickety  O,  what  a  clerk  of  the 
kitchen  is Billy Barlow.  • 

The  good  time  that  was  cdmlpg  they’ve 
frighten'd  Away,  *  M  *  *  * 

The  ministers  now  have  a '  war  game  to 

v:  phfyj  *;■ 

They  so  well  pay  Prince  Albert  I  suppose 
he  will  go  ; 

Let  them  give  half  as  much  to  young  Billy 
:v  Barlow. 

O  dear  rackety  O,  fight  like  a  lion  says 
Bally  Barlow*  i  i 

Now  there’s  one  thing  I’m  sure  to  yon  all* 
must  appear,  l! 

They  are  trying  to  rob  *  poor  man  of  his 


Before  the  Northern  Bear  ?  \ 

Mpst  nations  brave  and  free 
H is  serf  1  ike  livery  wear  ?  \ 

Unfurl  the  flag  again, 

The  flag  that  uever  yields,; 

We’ll  waive  it  or  the  main, 

0?er,.the  main;  we’ll  waive  it  o’er  the 
main, 

•  0*ei:  proper  warrior  field®. 

;Np  vain  is  all  hip  might. 

And  impotent  his  pride. 

For  Britain  leads  the  fight. 

And  Gallia’s  by  her  tide. 

For  Britain  leads  the  fight, 

Apd,  Gallia’s  by  her  side. 

And  they  shall  drive  the  foe 
Ba^fc  to  his  icy  lair  5  !  t 

They’ll  chase  him  to  his  realms  of  snow, 
Ami  leave  him  howling  there* . 

Unfurl  the  flag  afar  ; 

Brave  France  the  glory  share  ; 


And  now  to  ow  fun  tte,h»T..lT.»d«l» 

=  ^IW-ktahowlfagaere. 

o  dear  rackety  O,  at  eleven  o’clock, ,  j  >,  **-*,„, 

tbeu  to  bed  we  must  go.  !•  .  •  ;.  V 


floim*  KATE 
OF  THE  EftEBAt£  ISLE. 
Air.— Boy«  of  Kiljteni^. 

drawn^  SSSH 

heju-f  °^*ra* lwr®  yoo  ihall’ presently 

smile, Dd  °f  8weel  ®rin  *  damad  did 
f  calied  her  bondy  Kate  of  the  EmftMd 


^Jptdbr* 

T^hpot  Dewila  and  Kate  on  the  Emerald 
At  Dennis  and  Kate  did 


way,  --*leag*end<heir 

ei^L^un7w^iSefe,mi8’  hC 

T°  compose  bonny  Kate  of**e  .Emerald 

*  .■  •■''  \  •  i  *  •■  -  i ) 

•  pounced  °n  them  and  strove 

*“Pid  «®4  hfo  lftiie  dart; 
the  ruffians,  so  base  and 

t  -1' '  - f 

Kate  of  the  Emerald  Isle. 
.,fe  repaired>  *»d  the 

bushes  did  merrily  sing ; 

young  , Dannie  did  * 

mogKatenf^eikpejnld 


.  •sususi  a*d  '**+* 

blS;ng  f<nr  dam8el>  ana  aged  seyen- 

Ih°  Miss,*  * *****  '■*>'<» 

Was  bonny  young  Kate  of  the  Emerald 


<be  bodies  did  chatter  ?he  bk*d8  0«  tBtff 

,  v  la- a  neat.  rural  cottage 

».»■•«•*  **« 

We;.  . 

,  cr  ^e.  meadows  dne 

SWh,  ^ 

<»e  *on  those  lovers  did  You  have  Wd4fmv  - — 

.  ,•  derail  man’  3  8  ™aer~won- 

Kate  on  the  Emerald  ^  ^  he 

I've  ten.  thousand  in  ]  “  ^Uncle  1  mean-W«  ulundhwted 
•  with  fortune  ^  "‘trlnffii/  ®hop  ’twixt  th« *»rth  and 

e  of  the  ‘EmeraW'Ide. .  ^StSSS^SSSS^ 
Demihr  I  W  will,  T“ Mbyouk 

^CtiOn.h^Iayslntny,  ??p,j>1?nty  of  money  he  has  alwev*l!«L- 


Emerald  Isle, 


If  totcr  wattjh  Miles  to  fist,  and  it  tobim  you  WhatapUy  ’twould  be  if  unele  should  die, 
take,  If  he  was  I*l*ittk-fcbat  (  really  should  cry. 

Tiro  to  one  but  u  stop  watch  belt  soon  of  it  He’s  always  so  ready  his.friends  to  assist, 
make—  .  .  '  That  by  a  good  many  he’d  be  veiy  mach 

He’ll  take  care  that, a  thief,  from  Jpur  fob  miss’d:  . 

'  don't  pick  it,  ’  ;  So  generous  he  is,  that  on  all  be  has  lent, 

And  ere  you  get  it  back,  youH  exclaim  He  never  takes  more  than  one  hundred  per 
,  ‘That’#,! the  ticket!’  <*“*•  .  :  ‘  ?  v 

And  tf  when  at  home  you’re  in  payments  - 


Take  yeur  uncle  the  bellows,  he’ll  for  jm®  T  BABErEY,  BE  AISY,  AND  LET 


raise  the  wind. 


ME  ALONE. 

Written  by  James  Bmton. 


Should  yon  wish  to  get  wedj  he’ll  find  you  Written  by  James  Breton.  ,  .. 

Andd^^r  wifoout  Ukatha  wife  of  a  At  the  town  of  Kilkenny  lived  frolicsome 
^  king—  Kite— 

If  they  don’t  suit  you  need  only  complain,  A“  a  Jg**  water  hei  fi*ura  waa 

appear,  •  For  ’mongst  ill  the  fellows  the  tingled  out 

r«  u  «»<u«  in  j  Tto ,j";  ^  ta, , 

.*«,  »  «<*  «*. 


TZZZ  **ugnawmaT«»*»>irurw»«, 

Cheat  interest  be  takes  in  relations  affairs,  And  ®he  *woue  that  she  fovid  only  me  by 

Siyi  his  principal  interest  k  principally  *®6  p°y®w*  ■. 

-  tlAliA  ■  JTV*  Till  one  night  a  tumbling  I  heard  ’neath 


pop  out 


theirs  xiu  one  nigni  a  zumoxing  i  neara  neaui 

Though  his  family ’s  large,  and  some  of  them  Murphy  should  pop  out 

Yet  mlShe  turns  them  away  from  his  lIslt  wf  saidl  ‘honey.ochdtone  t 
(joor _  J  In  your  skin,  sure.  I'll  break  every  bone  I 

He’ll  always  rememberthey’re  to  him  akin,  .  w*d  ^ 

Be  they  evec'se  poer,  he'll  sure  take  them  ~  Nor  heeded  his  cry 

in.  .  ,  v  .OchaBarui^,  beamy*  and. let  me  alone  1’ 

If  you  hriag*  flat  iron,  or  Hellamd  chemise,  .  .  .  . 

And  come  to  hie  terms,  you're  sure  to  agree.  I  hsjta  Mister  PatJiato  powderot  wgh. 

And  then  to  frail  Kitty  I  did  bid.  good  bye  ; 

If  your  cash  it  runs  l«9W>aad  t our  credit’s  at  But  things  c*m+  about  justi  ain*  months 
stake,  /  of  rfter  dat, 

He’ll  kindly  assist  you,  for  fear  you  should  ^*e  fought  forth  argvssoon,  the  picture  of 
br'eak —  Pftt! 

He’ll  likewise  fake  care  of  you* jewels  and  °«h !  ,he  the”  chanf?  her  tone— 

lands  'Sure*  jfacaejr;  ywsaow  tis  your  own  ! 

For  fear  they  should  foil  into  ^her  folks  ,  But  though  sbsrmould  sigh, 

hands:  ■  „  I’d cswstaatty -«ry— • 

When  IW  mortgage  is  due,  andyoucaVt  *  <**>  Ka#f> U  *“*  aad  me  «lene  I  • 
raise  the  pelf,  , 

Before  it  should  be  lost,  he*d  tike  them  ' 

■  hitetelf.  '  ' 


THE  FLOWER  OF  HIBEENJA.  I  On  vie,  ground  they  both  •truggle,d,  ah< 
Wtodyjott,.  !  would  not  be  coiicur'd,  W  ‘ 

In  ^dtrnsl  °f  Hibernia  thcre  Kv^  a young  **  thisyoung  damsel « 

Ab  lovely  a’maiden  as  ever  was  seen  •  trS  ^  ST^b-yUliwi,  no !  die, 

SjlSWfSwSP 


"*”•  h'r  wh  *««-  — 
H"£,nbl“k  “’“*l  “d  "»  •*•  j«a  A,did 

She  iffSh* J0™gf*n»»whod«U.wr  Bn#  of  .11  comfort  .nd  f.r  from  h.r  bom., 

jJtuSrSL.^. ,  *•  ?“.  *»  ***  m*  i»  <£ 


a  i  u  i  ..  :  ;  Am  uijo  \o 

And  and  fa,>d  thW !  yOUng  damsel  so  lovely  ^  bushes, 


bUCL  tair  y  n  l  v/**i*», 

Tto  inri«  .h4  a  *  .  *n  Sorrow  and  anguish  long  time  she  did 

Tb  maiden4  h®  lMMS  a11  IoVed  this  fair  At  length  one  bright  morning  when  the  sun 
H..S  ftrii;  ...  ..  was  just  dawning,  .  m  ,15 

ro  Irberma,  the  pride  of  Kildare  She  heard  a  young  sailor  whose  Voice  was 
Ai  /*  r  M  so  clear,  i f lover? 

«  "awn  on  her  ^ae(1  with  emotion,  prying  »  I'm  distracted,  ‘  oh,  where  is  my 
d  Jong  d  to  embrace  her  beautiful  charms,  The  flow'r  of  Hibernia,  the  pride  of  Kildare 
While  no  one  but  her  farmer  then  would  0.  ,  \  •  . 

she  encourage,  ohe  knew  his  fond  voice  and  quickly  got 

She  walked  in  great  danger  and  feared  no  _■'!**•»**■*  •/  .,  j 

alarms.  At  length  she  beheld  him  and  flew  in  his 

As  she  and  her  love  walked  alone  bv  the  W  .  [him, 

river,  The  fate  of  the  lord  she  soon  quickly  told 

The  loud  voices  of  men  they  distinctly  did  As  atlength  he  embraced  her  most  beauteous 
hear,  ...  charms.  [cottage. 

When  a  press-gang  came  up  and  soon  T'W  “»  wedlock  were  joins d  and  now  in  a 
forced  the  young  farmer  Contented  they  banish  all  sorrow  and  care ; 

Prom  the  flow'r  of  Hibernia,  the  pride  of  I  two  turtle  doves  lives  the  joljy  young 
Kildare.  \  ±  ■  farmer,  I  KildaM 


-  —  — «uv  luiuo  U1 

Kildare, 

Then  in  sad  despair  all  alone  she  did 
wander,  ^ 

Both  early  and  late  over  valley  and  dale. 

fche  wept  for  her  lover  her  jolly  younir 
fanner,  ■  .  6 

And  to  Cupid  oft  told  her  sad  sorrowful 
tale. 

At  length  one  fine  morning  the  nobleman 
met  her, 

Ho  gazed  on  her  charms  thst  was  lovely 
and  fair,  4  a :  ■ 

In  raptures  he  cried,  I  will  tanale  you  iny 
bride!  * 

You're i  tha  flow'r  of  Hibernia,  the  pride  of 
Kildare. 


two  turtle  doves'  lives  the  joljy  young 
farmer,  [Kildare. 

With  the  flow’r  of  Hibernia,  the  pride  of 

■s 

OUR  COUNTRY  IS  OUR  SHIP 
D’YE  SEE. 

Our  country  is  our  ship  d’ye  see, 

A  gallant  vessel  too, 

And  of  his  fortune  proud  is  he, 

Who's  of  the  Albion's  crew  5 
Each  man  wkate'er  his  station  be, 

When  duty's  c^ll  commands. 

Should  take  his  stand 
And  lend  a  hand,.  r?  >{ 
As  the  common  cause  demands# 


Kildare.  *  Among  ourselves,  in  peace,  'tis  true, 

'nzj£sr&L'&r  "*  ^s&dr"**** 

At  length  to  seduce  her  he  tried  with  all  Till  a  wreck’ 

m,ght'  Eael  i  he  common  cause  defend* , 


MONEY  0! 

tone  by  Mr.  HoHingsworth.  J.  A.  Hardwick. 
Air. — Charming;  Woman  O  ! 


‘■What  b  that,  we  worship  all  ? 

Money,  shining  money  OJ. 
The  brazen  call,  to  which  we  Ml. 

_  ,  .  Monejr.  AiUti^rlflitpionsy  O.  I 

What  makea  wrung  appear  the  right  f 
A  hypocrite  a  Christian  quite » 

And  can  almost  creak  a.  nigger  white  f 
Money,  Magic  Money  6  1  ' 

Whet  secures  the  World’s  respect? 

.  .  ,  Money,  jingling  Moneyp!, 

And  make  you  hold  yqur  head  erect, 

...  Money, blessed  money  O  I 


,  Money, blessed  money  O  I 

What  gains  for  ynh  the  entree. 

Into  lord’s  aeeletyi 
Why  tkat  open  sesame. 

Golden  key  of  Money  Ot 
Who  ishe  to  wbpmraUhew, 

.  .  ■  AfeUowwiththemoneyOl 

A  perfect  gemman  all  allow. 

_ .  He  why  has  the  money  Q  l 

And  the  girls  display  thfcir  wiles 

For  his  yellow  money,  o  t 

Who  is  he,that’s  cuffed  and  kicked. 

He  who  h*s  no  money  O  t 
Out  for  scorn  an*  jetting  picked— 

Him  wh<ffc  minds  money,  OJ  4 

«rLh* 

Where,  he  goes  sheer  htipndence; 

ii»#ipt,  a  wj^of^Broftts^ 

Oh.tbcpewor  ot  money,  O  f 
Whatcanmpke  deaf  peopHr  hear  r 
Jingling1' the  money  6 ! 

And  these  whb'fe-Mfnd'e^Wdrraeer— 
Showing  'em  this  Monty  Ot 
How  memory  it  will  renew, 

Whaf.|,8 pollticiyn’sahtt—  •  •••■»* 

■  ■  "w  Wwwrp&yi:  end  money  o  t 


At  me,  for  stopping  out  this  why, 
'Cause,  you  see  this,  was  our  weddini 
And  I’m'  getting  j6Hy  Gl  • 

Whatever  can  the  mason  he, 

_ _ itmiH*  h«  m5°w*  (u>ix  01 

Wiw- 

•h 


Patriotism 
Glowing  p« 


chestMghieobjgct. 


Fhape  its  U> 
Or  ela*  it  is  t 
It's -net  with, 
tL'f.  Oh  no, 


Whet  can  malbaladyta-heut— 

Money,  «fprj,hy  money  O I 
She  nWdm’bjWjou  dssiij-- 

asaater”' 

Tou’U  eat  all  rl»«ig  out.^d  Fb^  . 

‘  *  •  V  '•••  •"  t  m  tomt  of  mpney  O,! 

WlMf  makeek  Wan  do  many  things*** 

*  Money  .  want  of  m*««yoi 

eOf  Which  hia  conscience  often  slings—. 

Just  to'gsln  tlie  mou«y  O! 


But  I  hears  the  hobby  walking  round, 
~ '*  Standing  herVs  Artuft  •  V  * 
My  old  girl's  not  comipg  down, 

,  %•»*}» AI»sm  pV  -P,.V 

ThsteW  whthoitetidewn,  Mwtfm*., 
I'll  go  and  have*  guttUffl  oeati 
So  slumber  on  my  dt%  sweet, 

I’m  off,f«gio;mtMlygit 


ttfiW  AND 


i  down  of  **  tinarly . 


TftE  “TlNARtY." 

Comic  Song.  JV  'A/HAtfdwifck.'  • 
Air.— Kai e '  Kearney. 

Did  you  ever  know  the  *•;  tinarly  99 

And  the  pleas  of  folding  a  parley. 

With  a  creditor  glum,  for  a  paltry  small  sum 
To  liquidate,  you'd  no  *' tinarly'9 
Oh,  then!  you  know  how  people's  noses.  ; '  •  ? 

Taro  up,  at 'your  tgg/s,  antj-moses; ,  t 

Then,  cold  poverty  shim  it  quickly,  and  flee. 

For  fatals,  the  want  of  "  tinarly  ” 

Did  you  e'er  want  enough  loose  *•  tinarly  " 

For  a  drop  of  extracLnf  the  barley, 

When  parched  was  your  throat,  and  on  trousers  or 

Uncl^woufed  dot  advance  the  •* tinarly ? 99  * 

Oh,  theu.  you  know  llow  look*  grow  colder. 

And  acquaintance  give  you  the  cold  .shoulder; 
Nothing  can  bfefct,  the  keen  sneers  you  meet,  K 
When  you're  seedy,  and  minus  "  tinarly.  *' 

Was  you  ever  left  any  "tinarly,"  \  -  ,[„/! 

By  a  friend,  and  then  folks,  oaeeso  snarly, 

Grew  suddenly  bjand,  and  extend  the  band,  t 
When  they|  found jpu  had  touched  the  "  tinarly. " 
Oh,  then,  you  kpow  whpt  invitations, > 
Kind  f  nquirds,  and  coogratulaUfnjs, 

On  the  state  of  .  your  health,  how  , to  broadcloth 

Bow  the  worshippers  doWn  of  u  tinarly .” 

A  fellow  without  a»y  "tinarly,"  z  f  «*’  U 

Out  of  fiiijoo  is,  like  au  old  Vcbafiie," 

The  door's  on  him  tlam’d  he  may  #ie  «nd  be  damntd 
For  the  FlprU,  if  he  has , no  « tinarly,19 
The  Taux  Archimediah  Lexer,  . .  .  ?  r 

<  Excuse  me  1  am  op  deceirey), 

Tl#%  J?iantt  tomove  Jam**  *o  ypuftt  prove,  ,4 
Tes,  the  fiWAt  fever  is  t|e,V  tiparJy."  i 

Then  may  you  never  want  the  ••  tinarly  " 

For  rich  is  the  humauc,ofJi*rley,  v'%  *, .  { 
Your  keen  hit  iqsy  b e,aud  quick  repartee, 

But  you’re  loft  if  you  have  no  *•  tinarly."  1 
Ti«e  the  coat  nuOte^  Um^aa,  not  the  .mind, sir’s, 
With  the  bulk  of  jg^klud,  you  will^nd,  sir,*  , 
That's  a  rather  bard  view  of  the  world,  but  its 

YfceiJInay youne’erwant  the  ^  tinarly  „  * 

LOVE  AND  MOMEY.  , iw 

Medley  Duet.  J.A.Hird^ick. 

Afr.— Sprig  of  Shillelagh;  y  nun 

Good  memii»g,Hise  Jenriy,  pray  ,how  do  you  do? 
I*ve  come,  per  Sipointment,  UPwtiX  upon  you,1 
And  bopspyoirwill  favorable  look  on  my  suit 
'Tisirue,  I’ve  no  toehtr;  uorIiotieds»  nfcr  Unde, 
B«C  IVe  talent,  a  long  bead,  and  two  willing 
handsel  fdJ  ,r  j  ‘  i  ec  if  f  }  ^ 

To  carve  out  a  fortune,  if  you’ll  marry  me— 

t  *  sib.  ■’  ’• "  •  < .  I-  .  ' 

Well,  air,  you  dont  waht  for  asaurallSe,  I  see. 

Do  you  tfaidlt'f  %i«  wedsuth  apehhileea brute ! 

J  Afe— Sillfttfsllf. 

,  ?*  *  sb*.  V 

No.  Hari^r,  Htlrry,  I’U  n*t  marry.  ^  ■>  i 
Y.u  maut  tarrjr.  till  you’ve  found. 

Fun*,  and  fortune,  ’ere  1  •often. 

And  your  hop««  with  btiN  art  crewued. 


inanton  it.  tut.  an  nia.ycoarue," 

>r’»  on  him  (lam’d  he  may  gteand  be  dannmd 
TOrW.jr  h«b"  i»o  “  Vharly,*’ 
un  Arc  hi  median  Lever,  ..  r 

e  me  1  am.np  dycetrei’), 
lanet  to  moyc  is  web*  fo  youftt  prove,  ,k 
e  piAi*  jl^erM  i 

say  you  never  want  the  “  tinarly" 
h  is  the  huingn%ofJ|l§riey,  •,.«  ,  i 
ecu  hit  ngsy  be^-qpd  quick  repartee, 
u’re  lost  if  you  bare  no  ••  tinarly."  * 


t  Without  money— notaUhoney,  k 

Wedlock  is,  I  ^iUh*>«u»>«U ,  ?  #  V, , 

•'Kreyoa  go,  sir.-*!  mittt'kndw,  sir, 
H§fq;yuu*foU  tbopcqpgl^qqd^  Ml  J  ;  uuH 

f  O  *:  i  7  ;*1U,  •  0  -Mh 

Jenny,  Jenny,  I've  not  any, 

Owce  I’a  many  hundred  pound;  ‘  £lij! 

But  disasters— be^i  idy  master, 

And  has  sent  me  to  the  ground.  _ 

But,  my  V^nfty,— srhkt's  mere  'money , 

When  the  heart  is  whble,  and  sound  f  ** 

And  true  iovr,  MiB— fhr^  above  ih,r 

Many  hundred  tlibusand  potthd.  .  \ 

Spoken—Ah/tSaVs  all  very  go6d,  sir.  But/  if 
you've  no  wealth,  wh^t  have  you  got  ?—  Do  you 
pusses  any  arccomplishmlinU  ?  1  f  *• 

us.— Why,  yOs,  Jenny,'  I  cap—  .  -  ,  u 

Air.— Boatman  Dance.  1 

Dance,  myj  dearest,  dance.  Dance,  Miss'  Jenny, 
dance. 

Dance  all  night,  for  your  delight,  o  'l 

And  dak&,  IT  you  tike,  till  the  motning. 

Heel  and  toe— this  Way  I  go—  ?  ‘ 

Waluiiig  down  the  ball  room,  so— just  so. 

[A  few  step,  to  Ihdy^pfk,.] 
Shx.— Well,  if  you  yuan  only  dance,  yov'ye  spo 
%  need  conMKtanc in*  your  heels  after  me.  Cau 
you  do  anything  eUe?.— 

Ha.— Cettalnly  I— you’re  heard  l i81ms  Reeves, 
hav'nt  yoii-f— Well  I  can  sing.  Do  yuu  think 
this  is  apy  thing  like  him. 

A  ir.— ^ County  Courtship. 

;  n  Kg.  ‘  ■ 

Vjn  yottn,.  yd  no  we»Uh, 

I’m  the  heir  pf  my  old  uncle  Sere, 

I’ve  lotq  of  expectatieus,  too—  ^ 

*  ^s «b.  I  •  *  *  . 

You  dont  bbpeerto  get  me,  do  you?  - 

"7  i  "!>  ir Atewj?.  . 

HI* 


Moit  certainly Xdpi«nyd«w.^ •  7 

Sob  that  sa«ie  I  some  her^ 

Audyou 

^  *  SUM.  *  * . 

Well,  I  suppose  it*  must  be  so,  /  ’ 

lt2a’&?}TtpZZ-  ■ 

Yes,  1  WiaL  he  Mr^.  Jo^son. 

Ail— St  PmkickVMyi  *;w  ^  . 

f  £*  •  - 'piMni*  *  1 

Wealth  U  a  bubble  and  ocljr  brHtgi,  trahMe.  »■* 

If  there'*  ndlftn/W  that  Idd'W.Ur.  in  the  w,y 
And  a*  we  lore  each  ^^.1rdtt)  paWl  ik 
nether,  ,  „ 

*  To  let  u*  be  wMl*  the  nerrtlny. 

At  w*  ifiWlthW'We  naywtalway*  meetfriewU 
Such  Uud«i*..M'thM*thia  ereniejf  «U.ad*  ft 
Our  effuria  eupportiiw— Xow  nrc’v.ifniahedemut* 
1  tin,,  ■,  '  ■  11  1 

And  we  re  Mini  to  b.  wed  in  thf  mornluf. 
We’re  going  to  be  wed  iu  the  m orate,. 


